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"HE'LL BE A GREAT MAN . . ."

AT dawn the next morning., accompanied by my
J[jLhost*s son, I continued my journey, riding south-
east. Fording the River Tes, which was only a few
hundred yards from the encampment where I had
spent the night, we descended into the Tes Valley,
striking an encampment here and there and sometimes
obtaining sufficiently precise information as to my
whereabouts to make notes on my map. At one point
in the valley, riding through a grove of willows and red
pine, we suddenly espied among the trees three
Mongolian tents and a log cabin and, in front of
them, we saw three men busily engaged in spreading
out animal hides to dry. One of them was a typical
Russian, a tall, powerful figure, with fair hair ruffled
by the wind, while the other two were just as typical
Mongolians. When the Russian caught sight of us
he seemed surprised, no doubt because he concluded
from my dress that I too was Russian.

I dismounted and we mutually introduced our-
selves. His name was Maslov. I immediately began to
question him, hoping that he could tell me where I
was. But Maslov could not get over his surprise to
see me there at all.

"How on earth did you get here?" he asked.
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